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for an airing on her pony down an avenue in Windsor Park
that she was not a parrot learner. She understood things.
She was descending a slope and a wide vista opened ahead.
She turned to Madame Charlier, her French governess.

" Madame, voila le tableau qui so duronlc a mes pieds ! "
she proclaimed.

As her mother remarked when she heard of it :   " Is not
this extraordinary for a child of three years ! "

A not uncommon sight to courtiers at that time was to find
Pussy and Bertie standing hand in hand solemnly gazing
up at Prince Albert playing the Windsor organ, while the
Queen sang. Pussy was solemn because she liked good music.
Bertie was solemn because he was bored. Already his father
had written him down as a dull, leaden kind of lad. Clearly,
it was Pussy, not Bertie, who should have been heir to the
Throne. Still, her father would have to make, the best of
it by securing her a really brilliant marriage. Pussy was the
apple of his eye.

" The small people furnished a never-ending series of

anecdotes," according to Miss Tytler, one of the governesses.

" Now it was the little Princess, a quaint, tiny figure in

dark blue velvet and white shoes and yellow kid gloves,

showing ofi the new frocks she had got as a Christmas-box

from her grandmamma, and bidding Miss Liddell put one

on.   Now it was the Queen offending the dignity of her

daughter by calling her ' Missy ' and being told in indignant

tones, ' I am not Missy, I'm the Princess Royal 1'   Or it

was Lady Lyttleton, who was warned off by the dismissal

in French from the morsel of Royalty :  ' N'approchez pas

moi, moi ne veut pas vous !' "

' Laddie' was beginning to have a good deal of trouble with
the Princess Royal, Her father was treating her as a grown-
up person.

One afternoon at Windsor, after an hour of fierce indisci-
pline, Pussy was brought to heel, or so Lady Lyttleton
flattered herself.

The nursery grew quiet. Pussy went and sat in her small
gilded chair.